With praise enough for Envy to look wan;

To after age thou shalt be writ the man

That with smooth aire couldst humor best our

tongue.
Thou honour'st Verse, and Verse must send her

wing

To honour thee, the Priest of Phoebus Quire
That tun'st their happiest lines in Hymn, or Story.
Dante shall give Fame leave to set thee higher
Then his Casella, whom he woo'd to sing
Met in the milder shades of Purgatory.

MILTON

A SONG FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY
From harmony, from heavenly harmony.
This universal frame began :
When nature underneath a heap
Of jarring atoms lay.
And could not heave her head,
The tuneful voice was heard from high,
" Arise, ye more than dead ! **
Then cold, and hot, and moist, and dry,
In order to their stations leap,
And Music's power obey.
From harmony, from heavenly harmony,
This universal frame began :
From harmony to harmony
Through all the compass of the notes it ran,
The diapason closing full in Man.
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